Fashion Is Going Out Of Style
I’ve been told to write a popular song,
A song designed to make a lot of money,
I’m supposed to send a message to a world that doesn’t seem to listen.

I’m supposed to tell them what they want to hear,

And the way to get attention is to shout,

I would rather do it with a whisper, but no-one wants to try that.
With pictures changing all around you,

They keep the scenery moving all the while,

But it’s a game, or is it just a daydream?
Fashion is going out of style.

Fashion is going out of style, and I’m going out of style too,

But I don’t know who’s following who, or why I should be following you.
And I can’t seem to make the thing cohesive,

Because I don’t believe what I’m supposed to say,

I seem to be a painter at the time when they’d rather watch commercials.

With pictures changing all around you,

They keep the scenery moving all the while,

But it’s a game, or is it just a daydream?

Fashion is going out of style.

Fashion is going out of style, and I’m going out of style too,

But I don’t know who’s following who, or why I should be following you.

Art is Inventory, Poetry is Product,

What am I doing in this popularity contest?

I’ve been told to write a popular song,

With lyrics that are hip and flip enough,

A potent beat, and not too many chords,
And a middle part that “takes you somewhere”.

I don’t think I did it this time,

They say “If you can’t take the heat, get out!”
I can take the heat, I just can’t take the cold (of your indifference).
With pictures changing all around you,

They keep the scenery moving all the while,

But it’s a game, or is it just a daydream?

Fashion is going out of style.

Fashion is going out of style, and I’m going out of style too,

But I don’t know who’s going to burn down the village for me and you.
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